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To the memory of my dear Father and Mother 
this little Book of Verse is lovingly dedicated. 


Love Songs and Other Lyrics 


WAFT ME AS THISTLEDOWN. 


UdqyArr me as thistledown over the grass and 
flowers ; 

Ride me on Neptune’s horses through the furrowed 
Sea ! 

Drive me in thick, dank clouds o’er desert sands 


I'll find an oasis at last to rest and dream of thee. 


On 


_- YOUR COMING. 


T WILL hie me away to a wave-splashed shore, 
By a shimmering, glimmering sea ; 

Where only the Curlews and Sea Gulls call ; 
And only the raindrops and dewdrops fall ; 

And there I shall sit on a cold, grey stone, 
Washed by the waves and the soft sea foam ; 


Awaiting your coming to me. 


THE DESERT. 


UT ’mong the lifting, shifting, drifting 
Sands of desert waste, far let us roam ; 
Where seldom the slow-footed camel comes, 
And ne’er a drowsy honey-bee black-golden hums ; 


"Twill be our home. 


Only the great, white, sweltering sun 
Shall shed his torrid rays on us; 
And the soft, sheeny, love-sick moon 
Shall gaze at us, 
Through thin, cobwebby clouds of mystic night : 
And the bright, glittering stars shall blink at us, 
And the soft, cooling winds of night shall think of us 
And wake us from some long, sweet dream of languor, 
ous delight. 


THE SEA GULLS. 


CHE roses clamber o’er the garden wall, 
Their perfumed incense fills the morning air ; 
The smooth, green terrace slopes towards the sea, 


The white Gulls call to tell me you are there. 


I climb the path that leads towards the cliff, 
Where stands the Lighthouse stately, tall, and old, 
The briny breezes greet me with a kiss, 


But you are gone: alas my heart turns cold! 


O mocking Gulls, whose voices lead me here, 
You'll never see me more at cool, grey dawn; 
And when the sun with crimson wreathes the sky, 


You'll miss me from the uplands and the lawn. 


IN GARDEN OLD. 


| garden old, we walked together, 
Hand in hand ; 
With silvery moonbeams dancing at our feet, 
’Mid purple violets steeped in fragrance sweet, 


"T'were meet. 


The sun-dial faintly gleamed 
In dim moonlight ; 
The fragile lilies, stately, tall and white, 
Stared at us sadly as we passed that night. 
- Poor wights. 


To-night it comes before me 

As I dream, 
Like a dim picture thrown upon life’s screen ; 
Was it a phantasy ? A myth, I ween. 


O vanished scene. 


SYLVIA. 


SYLVIA! My Sylvia ! 
Your sunny tresses float 
Upon the air ; 
Your snow-white bosom 
Fills me with despair ; 
Those cherry lips were made 
For kisses rare 
My Dear ! 


When twilight falls 
And all the land is still ; 
We'll fragrance drink 
By limpid dews distilled ; 
And wander through the fields 
And by the rill 
At will. 


Your slender nut-brown hand 
Shall rest in mine ; 
Mayhap around your waist 
An arm I’1] twine ; 
And then a promise gain 
That you'll be mine; 
Some day. 
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A DIRGE. 


‘JBATHE me with dewdrops from the short rank grass; 
Clothe me in vesture woven of weed and flower ; 
Drown me in reeky fragrance of the balsam boughs ; 


And bury me in cool, white sands by wind-swept seas 


SATED. 


Gy TAB me with needles from the tall white pines ; 
Pierce me with thorns of roses from the sylvan glade ; 
Deafen me with the drowsy dronings of the honey bees; 
And blind me with the brilliance of the blossoming 


flowers. 
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MAKE ME A SHROUD. 


(MAKE me ashroud, O clouds! Fleecy and soft ; 
Not one of white, but many-hued and gorgeous, 
Fashioned of crimson sunset’s quivering gold, 
And carry me to the remotest edge of earth’s vast 
confines, 
Where I may lie and sleep ’mid the dull splendor ofa 


dying day. 
Or bear me away to some great. billowy deep, 


Where only winds and sea gulls hovering nigh 


Shall chant my requiem. 
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A GARLAND. 


UQUEAVE me a garland of bright autumn leaves, 
That drew their nurture from my native soil : 

Fasten them with needles from the cool, green pines ; 

Twine with them bittersweet, and the bright berries of 
the Rowan tree. 

Mix in the crimson plumage of the Sumach gay, 

And the tall, willowy bullrush, grey and brown, 

I'd have them all to deck me as a crown, 


Or as a soft and odorous pillow for my weary head. 


THE MERMAN. 


T AM combing my hair by the sea to-day, 
On a tall, craggy cliff by a precipice grey. 
] am using an amber comb; and the salt sea spray 
Dashes over me. 
My tresses blow round me all astray, 
And I know if a merman chanced this way, 
He would take me for one of the mermaids at play, 
And from your ae bear me away, so gay, 


To his home *neath the salt sea wave. 
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TO DAPHNE. 


‘(Y) DAPHNE, you are my heart’s delight ; 
I'd love to greet you in the starry night ; 
To dwell with you would be snpreme delight ; 


My woodland Queen ! 


With fairy steps you grace the dewy morn ; 

The cowslip and the yellow primrose bright, 
Your form adorn ; 

To me you are a Goddess, earthly born ; 


O lovely maid. 


I fain would clasp you in a close embrace ; 
And kisses plant on lips, and eyes, and face ; 
Then through the sylvan glades our way we'd trace : 


In bliss serene. 


TO A CANARY. 


( Written while listening to his sweet song.) 


EAR sunny warbler of the South, 
A prisoner in my home thou art, 

Yet paens of happy ministrelsy, 

Are carolled forth in bliss to me, 
As if you flitted merrily, 

From bough to bough and tree to tree, 
In glad abandon of the free, 

Nor dreamed of your captivity. 


You sing to me of happy days, 
Of silvery shores and sun-drenched hills, 
And waft me there on wings with you 
Where the bright skies are always blue ; 
There flowers spring and rippling waves 
Dash against shores of coral caves. 
You bid me say “ Begone dull care !”’ 
As only bliss and joy come there. 


And when night’s here, and all is still, 
It seems dear bird you fly away 
And dwell with them your kindred free, 
And bask on the green sunny shores, 
And bathe in the clear crystal bays, 
And learn to sing far sweeter lays. 
But dream of me and haste away 
With wings outspread, at break of day. 


THE GOLD FISH. 


Two little gold fish 
Once played in a bowl, 
In a merry frolicsome way ; 
They wriggled their tails 
And their bright little fins, 
They gazed with their round eyes 
On all sorts of things, 
And were happy the livelong day. 


Their food was a trifle 
Of feathery fluff, 
Daily fed by a loving hand, 
They came to the surface 
With wide-opened eyes, 
They tried to say thanks, 
And I’d not be surprised, 
If they did, in their wise little way. 
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THE BUMBLEBEE. 


‘A) BUMBLEBEE, fat, lazy, flying low, 
Crooning soft, drowsy songs 

To budding leaf and flowers, 
I’ve missed you from the garden, day by day, 


Where have you strayed those many golden hours. 


O tell me where you dwell, 
You curious, buzzing thing : 

Show me your home, in some soft slumbering flower ; 
Methinks of clover red you love to sip, : 


Breathing in ecstacy its perfumed shower. 


18 


THE BAT. 


isl LITTLE black bat flew away one day 
From his brothers and sisters at play, 
Off into the regions of inky night 
With nothing but starlight to guide his flight, 
For there was no moon shining high that night, 


So no wonder he lost his way. 


He flew to an open window deep, 
And right into a murky room, 
Where a good little girl lay fast asleep, 
Dreaming of fairies mid moonbeams sweet, 
And dear little birds that went “ tweet, tweet, tweet, 


Away in the gathering gloom. 


When a light was turned on, this poor little bat, 
Sat shivering with sorrow and fright : 

But when it was quenched, he hurried him hence, 
And he found his way back, 

O’er a wood, hedge and fence, 


To his home in an old red house. 
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THE WREN. 


H LITTLE brown wren in an old ash tree, 
Warbles with all his might, 
Filling the air with his melody, 
Such a gay little lively sprite. 
You dear little thing, you queer little thing, 
Your glorious voice would gladden a king, 
And cause an old, stupid black crow to sing, 


A quick “ Caw-Caw-Caw” of delight. 
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AN AUTUMN DAY. 


‘() FROLICSOME, frisky, capering wind, 
Born of the Autumn day ; 

You are blowing the trees in the Orchard bare, 
And ripe, rosy fruit scattering every where, 

A wild, mad, elf you are, I declare ; 


You blustering, glad little thing. 


The tall red maples you'll never bend, 
Though their leaves skelter everywhere : 
The reeds in the river rustle and shake. 

You splash round the ferns by the sedgy lake, 
What a wild commotion you strive to make, 


In your merry mischievous way. 


You whisk up the skirts of the ladies fair, 

And frowzle each well-coiffed head ; 

You dart in and out ’mid the children at play, 

In atruly wild and extravagent way, 

And if you could speak, I am sure you would say, 
“ Come away with me in the woods to play, 


’Mong bramble, and berry, and brake. ”’ 
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THE NORTH WIND. 


Qeut from the white plains of the barren North, 
Blow bl eak and cold, with chilly, frozen breath, 
Thou stern fierce gale; whistle and shriek at will, 
Hurrying and scurrying from your hidden laizs, 
Where polar bear and waddling, meek-eyed seal, 
Your erstwhile playmates, greet you with reverence 
As you glide along: now cold, but gentle, yet anon 
So untamed. savage, wild, that, even they, shun your 
embraces, | | 


And would fain forego the rapture of your icy kisses. 
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WE’LL CROWN YOU WITH THE MAY. 


(To the many sweet singers of our land who never wilfully 
harmed any of God’s creatures. ) 


UQEtt crown you with the May, 
You, whose sweet voices sing 
Of birds, and winds, and waves, 
And of the many busy, buzzing things 
In life ; you are the one’s we'll hymn, 
Sweet minstrels of the lake, 
The wood, the field, 
The mountain, and the plain. 


Off in the frigid North 
Soft-footed polar bear 
Ne’er fled at your approach. 
The waddling seal gazed at you 
With his liquid, meek brown eyes, 
And of your coming nothing feared. 
The cunning fox ne’er dreaded you. 
The swift deer and mountain lion, 
The light fawn and sure-footed goat, 
All loved you. 
The beaver plied his tools 
And never stayed his busy task, 
But fain would greet you as he toiled. 
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The little creeping things of earth, 
The ant, the glow worm, and the lady bug, 
All knew you well and loved you: 
How much more we, Earth’s children, 
Shall sound your praises, and extol your virtues. 
And oft in the still, wintry nights. 
When all the land lies wrapped 
In freshly fallen snow, 
We'll think of you, and pause to sing 
A glad song of remembrance. 


24 


IN SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 


| BY Shakespeare’s England, where the cowslips grow ; 
Where daffodils and yellow primrose blow ; 
Where thrushes sweetly sing, and wild thyme and 

the white hawthorne spring ; 
Where blossoming hedgerows deck the yeoman’s way, 
And elflike fairies ’mid the woodbine play. 
There would I go, and happily would remain, 
Listening to wild larks’ trills till spring comes round 


again. 


SHAKESPEARE’S LAND. 


©? blithe Shakespeare’s land 

We will merrily go; 

With a heigh and a ho 
Heigh nonny-O ; 

To stretch our tired legs 
’Mid the cowslips and daisies, 

The Marybuds golden 
Where honey bees fold-in ; 

Quaff a glass of his beer ; 
Wink an eye at some dear ; 


Bear a posey away from his grave-O. 
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THE OLD BRIDGE. 
(A VILLAGE REVERIE). 


Q* the old Bridge I stand alone tonight, 

Beneath me flows the river, shallow, brown ; 
The giant elm trees like weird wraiths around 
Are faintly stirring in the pale moonlight. 


A bullfrog croaks the old familiar lay ; 

The little green frogs trill so clear and sweet ; 
A tired bat swoops down in playful way ; 
The lilies blossom near the water’s brink. 


The pretty, fragrant lillies, pinky-white, 

And golden-yellow ones, with pungent smell ; 
The tall reeds tremble in the phantom light ; 

The crickets’ chirp and fireflies light the dell. 


The place is little changed since years ago 
When on these banks I played in childish glee; 
But where are they, my comrades of the past ? 
Ah ! widely scattered over land and sea. 


The merry crowds that gathered on these shores 
In days of winter-time, with skate and sled, 
Wilh ringing laughter and with shouts of joy, 
Have from this sleepy hamlet long since fled. 


My home is level with the dusty ground ; 

The garden that my mother loved so well, 

With weeds and twitch grass tough is now o’errun, 
No sign of tree or flower, or shrub around. 


Adown the village street my way I wend, 

No old face greets me with a happy smile ; 
And she, who years ago was my staunch friend, 
Is gone—I know not where she now abides. 


Ah old, familiar ways, I leave you now ! 

Afar ’mid new and stranger scenes to roam ; 

In memory’s vision, only, I’ll behold 

The place that once held happiness, and hearth, and 
home. 
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In dreams I’]l see the dear old house again, 

The fireside nook with hearthstone bright and clean ; 
The garden filled with roses white and red ; 

The willow trees, the sweet brier’s thorny green. 


Adieu to you my native village soil ! 

To tarry here but brings back other days ; 

T’ were well to banish thoughts that call for tears, 
And this seems now the parting of the ways. 
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EXISTENCE. 
(A STORY OLD), 


H LUMINOUS Sun shining eternally 
Through aeons of countless space. 
Scintillatingi Dazzlingly Brilliant ! 
Hot! Lurid! Chaste ! 


A point of light, A distant star ; 
Rapturously pure and cold, 
Shining to light the immensity 
Of an unlimited infinitude. 


An old, grey earth 


With teeming millions thronged, 
Gliding along its orbit silently ; 
Fulfilling, wondrously, a great destiny. 


A bird, a plant, a tree. 
A thing created for life’s harmony 
A fragrant, brilliant flower ; 
A violet pure and sweet ; 
A tempting fruit; A river broad and deep. 


A grain of crystal sand, 
Washed by relentless tides upon an arid shore; 
Lost to all human ken ’mid myriads of its kind, 
Known and remembered by The All-Seeing Mind. 


A man! Strong, active, free ; 
Throbbing with ardent vigor ; 
Heaven-made, Blest ; 
Breathing the pure ozone of Life; 
Feeling the presence of The Infinite. 


Formed for that man, a woman ; 
Flesh and blood; Purel Virginal! Good! 
Like a fine instrument responding to each mood ; 
Blest by his love. 
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A serpent in this Eden! Cruel! Cold! 
Sowing foul seeds of discord ; 

Noxious! Bold! 
Creating wrath and fury in a peaceful fold. 


A Spirit everywhere for which we long ; 
Supremely good ; unutterably strong ; 
Waiting to end the strife, 
Avenge the wrong. 


LIFE IN DEATH. 


) SOUL, my soul, I pray you sing a song 
Of that which lying dead partakes of life, 
That cold, insensate, lies before me now, 
Yet ever lives in realms of endless light ! 


The bird is singing from the hilltop clear, 
The ant is toiling in the sandy loam, 

The lark soars upward, without sense of fear, 
Filling the boundless spaces with his glorious song. 


The goltien sun is rising, gleaming bright 
Above the treetops decked in radiant green, 
The heart of man is striving for the right, 
’Gainst Satan and his forces, who work constantly, 
Alert, unseen. 


O labor on sweet spirit, freed from care! 
Uncumbered, light as ether, bold, yet gentle as a 
dove, 
Gone are all earthly fetters that have held you here, 
There you may dwell forever, blessed by the 
Saviour’s presence 
And endued with heavenly love. 


Sing on, oh gentle lark, to cheer man’s heart ! 
Shine golden sun shedding your beauteous beams, 
Work little ant until your day is done, 
All lessons teach of sweetness, lovliness, duty and 
“peace. 
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THE RAIN IN AUTUMN. 


q) DULL, grey day, 
With heavy clammy breath, 
And big drops trickling down, 
Through dry, sere leaves, 
With little sparrows chirping, 
Drenched anu chill, 
You make one keenly feel 
The Summer’s death. 


The pavements swim 


In tiny lakes and pools; 
The squares and parks 


Deserted lie, and bare ; 

The passersby look moody, 
Solemn, white, 

Scarcely a sound but raindrops 
Fills the misty air. 


The rhythm of the soft rain 
Pattering down, 

When black night’s shadows loom, 
Lulls one to rest; 

But on this bleak fall day 
Dreary and dismal are, 

Like some poor soul 
By gloomy grief oppressed. 

The leaves that in the 
Springtime swayed and thrilled, 

And answered gladly 
Every sweet caress : 
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Now dead and sodden lie 
In field and street, 

No more by your moist 
Crystal lifedrops filled. 


We'll gather in the ruddy 
Firelight gleams, 
When twilight comes ; 
And draw the shutters tight ; 
And ere bright Phoebus 
Wakes us from our dreams, 
You will have vanished 
With the shades of night. 
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Echoes of the Great World War 


1914 1918 


BRITAIN’S CALL TO ARMS. 


OM rugged coast and fruitful plain 
Mid valleys filled with ripening corn, 
Across the hills, adown the vales, 
The voice of duty calls to thee, 


Awake! Arise! ’Tis Freedom speaks. 


Come forth in all Thy strength and power, 
And lead us on to victory, 

Great Father of the mighty host, 
Who in the days of old hath been 

With them who battled for the right. 
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THE CALL OF THE DOMINION 


TO THE PROVINCES. 


(This poem was writien at beginning of War of 1914-1918, 
while Canadians were recruting. 


CHOSE lofty mountains, grand and free, 
Sublimely towering to the sky, 
With peaceful valleys far beneath 
Would say to you, if they could speak. 
Arise! Go forth and glory seek! 


British Columbia. 


Amid the fields of ripening grain 
You sat at ease, a stately Queen, 
And only dreamed of peace and home, 
Until your kinsmen bade you come 
And join them in their victories. 


Alberta. 


Gently the northern breezes blow, 
And whisper softly in your ear 
In times of peace ; 
But now they say, in sterner notes, 
Away! Away ! 
Saskatchewan 


O cities with your teeming crowds, 
And prairie towns whose lofty spires 
Catch the sun’s kisses, as it fades, 
Now that your Mother needs your aid, 
Come forth in battle’s might arrayed. 
Manitoba. 


Your turrets glisten in the sun, 
With banners floating on the breeze, 
While spirits of the past say “ Come ! 
“Fear not to die, like us, for Home. ”’ 
Ontario. 


30 


O noble river broad and deep, 
Serenely flowing to the sea, 
Dash on your shores and boldly say, 
“Your kindred need you! Haste! Away 
Quebec. 
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The tide that fills the fishers’ nets, 
The waves that dash against the shores, 
The fog that veils your midday sun, 
All speak in a commanding tone, 
Of love and courage, faith and home, 
"Tis but awhile your sons must roam. 
New Brunswick. 


The wild Atlantic, fierce and bleak, 
Dashes against your farthest coast, 
And thunders forth in angry mood, 
Though sometimes gentle as a dove, 
And calls to them—the ones you love. 
Nova Scotia. 


O little Island in the sea, 
A jewel on your Mother’s breast, 
What speaks to you in gentle tones, 
And tells you not to weep for them, 
for they will come again to thee, 
The sons thou sendest forth to me. 
Prince Edward Island. 


CANADA’S FAREWELL TO HER SONS. 


QE by one you are leaving me, 
My children, strong and free, 

To fight side by side with your kinsmen, 
In lands far beyond the sea ; 

Manfully shouldering your rifles, 
Out from my cities you go, 

Firm, courageous and loyal, 
To conquer a foreign foe. 


Nothing daunted you leave me 
To weep as you hurry by, 
But merry, happy and smiling, 
With firm step and gladsome eye; 
In parting I give you my blessing, 
Sons of my mountain and plain, 
Sons from Columbia’s valleys . 
And Alberita’s fields of grain. 


Sons from Saskatchewan’s rivers, 
And Quebec’s rugged inland coast, 
Sons from Manitoba’s wheat fields, 
Each wanting to do the most ; 
Each vieing with the other, 
In deeds of valor and fame, 
Thinking only of serving me, 
And never of selfish gain. 


Stalwart sons of Ontario, 
You always have been my pride, 
With your brothers of New Brunswick, 
And from Nova Scotia’s hillside ; 
Even little Prince Edward Island 
Is helping to swell the host 
To fight for our Empire’s glory, 
On the far off Belgian coast. 
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Courage, my sons, ne’er falter, 
To your own hearts be true, 

I your proud Mother am praying 
Fondly each night for you ; 

That when the warfare’s over, 
You will return to me. 

Flushed with success and honor, 
Crowned with your victory. 


Though you may leave behind you, 
Many brave souls at rest, 
Comrades who died for their country, 
The faithful, the true and the blest : 
Weep not that they go before you, 
To share in the triumph song 
Of the glorious, spotless army, 
Before the Great Father’s Throne. 


Go with my blessing, children, 
Fight as your father’s fought, 
Firm in the hope of victory, 
E’en though ’tis dearly bought ; 
With your brave brothers of Britain, 
And your kindred and allies of. France, 
The Lord of Battles will lead you, 
Fear nothing! He sees you advance. 


Though I am grieved at parting, 

And bitter tears fall for your sake, 
Come not back to me vanquished, 

Or my proud, aching heart will break ; 
But come with the blare of the trumpet, 

And the din of the beating drum, 
Valiant heros and conquerors, 

Each worthy to be my son. 
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Soon I shall cease repining, 
When the glad news I hear, 

That you have been victorious, 
And I’ve no foe to fear ; 

Then I shall know, my children, 
After the battle is won, 

I am your happy Mother, 
You are my noblest sons. 
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BE READY 
or 


PREPAREDNESS. 


WAKE! Arise! And get you hence, 
Why stand agape like carrion crows ? * 

But up and smite your country’s foes, 
And save us from the Tyrant’s yoke. 


Are you asleep, or do you dream ? 

What is it warms your hearts and brains ? 
It cannot be the deep red blood 

That distant battlefields now stains. 


Workers within the cities’ marts, 
Toilers in fields so broad and fair, 

Shoulder the rifle, bare the sword, 
And for a battle keen prepare. 


The German War-Lord of the North, 
Rides forth to-day with all his pack, 

To conquer in the name of * might, ” 
To pillage, plunder, burn and sack. 


Ne’er shall he land upon our shores 
Nor drive our ships from off the main, 
We'll smite his hordes and blast his fleet, 
Who dare our Empire’s name profane. 


*The language of this poem may seem rather ‘‘strong’”’ 


in times of peace, but it was written when Canada was 
busily engaged recruiting (without conscription,) andnum- 
bers of people were standing back criticizing, stating that 
this was England’s War, not ours, and there was no need 


for Canadians to enlist, etc., etc. 
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